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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yesterday the parrot bit her; 

Last week the jaguar ate her young one; 

But experience teaches her nothing. 

CONSERVATISM 

The turkeys, 

Like hoop-skirted old ladies 

Out walking, 

Display their solemn propriety. 

A terrible force, 

Hungry and destructive, 

Emanates from their mistily blinking eyes. 

THE VAMPIRE BAT 

What was it that came out of the night? 

What was it that went away in the night? 

The little brown hen is huddled in the fence corner, 

Eyes already glazing. 

How should she know what came out of the night, 

Or what was taken away in the night? 

A shadow passed across the moon; 

The wind rustled in the mango trees. 

And now, in the morning, 

The little brown hen is huddled in the fence corner, 

Eyes already glazing; 
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Because a shadow passed across the moon, 
And the wind rustled in the mango trees. 

FEAR 

My soul leaps up at a sound. 

What is the question I cannot answer, 

That must be answered? 

What is the blank face I must fill in with features? 

My braui pulls, stretches, tears; 

But I cannot open wide enough to see! 

Always at the agonized point of conception, 

But never conceiving. 

Always giving birth, 

But never born! 

What is it I am to conceive? 

To what must I give birth? 

LITTLE PIGS 

Little tail quivering, 

Wrinkled snout thrusting up the mud: 

He will find God 

If he keeps on like that. 
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